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Chapter | 


Author's Notes: 
This story is meant to be a sequel to "A Night Out", but it can definitely be read individually. 


In case you haven't read A Night Out: Nikki is older than Vince in this piece. They're 40 and 29-looking like the 


actual personas at those ages. 


Hope you'll enjoy it and stay tuned! 


One fucking phone call is all it takes. 
You can't even dignify it as a phone call, really, because you hear it hours later on your answering machine. 


Its an ordinary tuesday afternoon and you're dragging yourself and the groceries of the week up the stairs to 
the appartment. 


The stairs stretch like a bad joke and you honestly envy the energy of your son who's quite a few steps 


ahead of you stumbling and rambling on about his day at school. 

"Hey now, Huddy. Watch out up those stairs!" 

As if, Vince. 

Hudson has already freed himself from his school bag, right in front of the door, of course, like you've told 
him not to a million times before, and is busy repeatedly playing a few simple notes on his guitar when you 
finally reach the appartment. 

You can't find it in yourself to tell him off about the bag when he's this excited about the silly guitar that 
Tommy's probably stolen somewhere. Stolen because Tommy sure as hell can't afford one, and you sure as 
hell can't afford one either. 

You keep half an eye on your son as you unpack the groceries. 

He's the most precious thing. 

He doesn't look like you one bit, but you don't mind. You don't mind that he's got his father's slim nose, his long 
face, his mouth. You don't mind that he looks exactly like Nikki as he sits there completely lost in the guitar. 
You love him with every inch of your being - of course, you do. 

Before your daily post-work-shower you head over to the boy to lay a kiss on his forehead. 

"Eeew, daddy!" The boy frowns and dramatically wipes his forehead. 


"lm too big for kisses now." He pouts just to make sure his point comes across. 


"Sorry, love" You gently ruffle his dark hair, "thought it was okay at home." You hold up your hands in defeat 


and Hudson's expression is soft yet again 
The boy shrugs and turn his attention back to the guitar. 


"My very own rockstar." Is what you settle with as you acknowledge the fact that your son is indeed becoming 
a big boy and isn't as interested in your display of affections as you'd like him to be. 


You shrug it off and mindlessly press the play button on the answering machine in the corner of the small 


livingroom. 


"Hi Tommy, it's Sharon. Remember me?" The girl giggles, and you decide that Tommy doesn't remember when 


you eye your son. 


There's another few messages for Loverboy from Emma, Louise and whatshername. 


Why you've decided its a good idea to raise Hudson in the same appartment that Tommy Lee lives and 
breathes is sometimes a struggle for you to remember, but then the montly bills show up and you're 
reminded why. 

There's a cough on the answering machine when you light your smoke. 

"Hey Vince. It's.. um, Nikki. 

You freeze. 

Your entire body runs cold and you stare at the black machine like it's the first time you ever see one. 
"|, uh, found your number in the phone book. It.. It was quite the struggle, actually." 

A struggle? 


Vincent Neil Wharton is a struggle? 


"Well, | hope | found it, at least. That this is you.. That.. Jeez, this is a mess. | guess | should've thought this 
through." 


You think? You think you should've thought it through before you decided to call after seven fucking years 
"| just wanted to talk. Hear how you're doing." 

"| miss you." 

He says it like he's allowed to say it, like you're obligated to hear it. 

"Perhaps you could call me back? Or.. 

That's when you don't press, no, smash the delete button 

One fucking phone call is all it takes. 


One fucking phone call is all it takes for Nikki Sixx to shake the ground under your feet that you've worked so 
damn hard to make stable. 


One fucking phone call is all it takes for the tears you've been denying yourself for so long to flow down your 


face. 


You get up abruptly from the seat you don't remember taking. That's when you become unpleasantly 


selfaware and remind yourself not to break down in front of your much too young child. 


You're relieved to find Hudson still consumed by his own little world when you dry your tears off with the 


back of your hands. 


You're desperately hoping for your voice not to shake when you find some courage to say, "daddy's going to 


take his shower now, love." 

Of course, it shakes, but your boy doesn't take notice. 

In the shower you weep. 

When you're done showering, you're done weeping. 

You help Hudson do his homework. 

You greet Tommy when he comes home from work. 

You cook. 

You listen when Tommy teaches Hudson a few new notes on the guitar. 
You put your son to bed. 


You sit down on a kitchen chair in front of Tommy and pour wine into your glass. You slurp it all in one go and 


pour yourself another glass and then lighten a much needed smoke. 


You can feel Tommy's gaze on you, and you know he's not the observing kind so you must be pretty fucking 


obvious. 

"He called today." 

That's all you offer your friend and you feel like a dick for not looking at him. 
"Who?" 


Who. Why yes, of course he'd want to know who. It's a basic rule that for a conversation to be successful 


both parties must know what the fuck the conversation is about. 


"Hudson's father." 


It leaves a bad taste in your mouth. 
"What?" 


Tommy looks genuinely surprised when you finally look at him. However, you know it's the what-the-fuck kind 
of what, so you simply shrug. 


"| thought you guys didn't talk Like, at all" 

"We dont" 

Tommy's brows furrow as he looks at you like he's searching for something, 

"What'd he say?" 

You decide you need to down your second glass of wine before you answer. You also need a third glass ready. 
"Just shit." 

Tommy waits patiently for you because he knows you, he knows how you get. He knows, and you're aching 
"It was on the machine. | didn't talk to him" 

"Well, what'd he say, man?" 

"That he wants fo talk" You swallow, "that he misses me." 

Tommy takes a long drag of his smoke as he looks thoughtfully at you like he's actually thinking this over. 
"Huh," he then says, “didn't he mention Hudson?" 

You shrug and try to come off as casual, "he doesn't know about Hudson" 


Another what-the-fuck-kind-of-what sees the day, and you know that you've never mentioned that to 


Tommy, to anyone, so you see it coming. 
"| never told him." 
"Why the fuck not?" 


Tommy's wearing one of those out-of-this-world-confused-expressions that he's so damn good at doing. You 


know that he's making a point by the pulling that expression. 


See, you know him too. 

"Because he already had a family. A wife and a few kids." 

"Shit." 

"Yeah, shit" 

"But like, if he fucked the kid in there," he motions towards your stomach "he should know." 
You frown and he adds / think 

"Im not going to tell him. He needs to stay the fuck away." 

"Why?" 

Jesus, Tommy and his fucking whys. 


"Because." You start, but realise that you don't quite know which path to go down so you settle for a large 


slurp of wine. 

"Because if he wanted /t, he would've picked me." 

"But if he didn't know, dude." 

"He knew | loved him." 

And where the fuck did that come from? 

Tommy looks as surprised as you feel. 

You sit in silence for a while. You have another glass and Tommy lights a joint. 
"Wanna hear what | think?" 

Do you? 

You nod. 


"I think you should talk to him. Like, even if you're not gonna tell him | think itd do you good. Perhaps you 


could, like, find some closure." 


When you send him a look he continues, "Not that I'm saying that you need it, but maybe you do, Vinnie." He 


finishes off with a shrug. 

You decide not to give him an answer and after a while of waiting it seems that Tommy decides to move on 
"Man, I'm gonna head out. See ya tomorrow." 

Tommy pats your shoulder when he walks by and out the door. 

The apartment seems empty after he leaves. 

You go to check on Hudson who's fast asleep. 


You linger by the door for a while just to watch your boy's peaceful expression in the dim room. You think 


he's beautiful, and when a tear runs down your cheek you decide it's best to return to the wine. 


Turns out, though, that the wine probably wasn't for the best because the numbers on the answering machine 


seem to dance when you look at them. 


Thank God, Tommy had insisted on enabling the dialer because you've made a habit out of deleting most of his 


messages. 
Sure, you know that you shouldn't find that number, especially not this late and definitely not in this state. 
You're painfully aware that you're only going to hate yourself even more, but that doesn't stop you. 

Pay now, play later. Or something. 

It rings for an eternity before he picks up. Then again, it is past midnight in the middle of a working week. 
"Hello?" 

You can tell that his voice is sleepy and that does something to you. 

Fuck. 

"Why'd you change your number?" 

Silence. 


"Who's this?" 


"Who do you think it is?" 

More silence. 

"Vince?" 

He almost whispers your name, and shit, you shouldn't have called. 
"Why'd you change your number?" 

"Are you calling in the middle of the night to ask me that?" 

He's the same as he's always been, you realise. 

"Answer me." 

"Because of the divorce." 


The answer almost makes you feel bad for asking in the middle of the goddamn night. You almost feel bad for 


him. That is until you remind yourself that the divorce has come seven years too late. 
"So, that's why you've called me?" 

He takes a moment to answer that, and of course he does so with another bloody question 
"Why are you calling me back?" 

You don't miss a beat, "because l'm drunk" 

"On a tuesday night?" 

Fuck him. 


Seriously, fucking fuck him and his fucking answering machine message and sleepy voice. You tell him just that, 


and he laughs. He's probably mocking you, you can't quite tell 

"Tell me why you called earlier" You try again 

"Because | wanted to" He says and hesitaste on the other end of the line. "Because | miss you" 
"You miss me?" 


"Yeah, | do, Vince." 


It's your turn to laugh. 


"How convinient, huh? | mean, that it so happens that you realise that now that you're divorced and probably 


need someone to warm your bed." 


"Vince." Nikki says your name the way he does because he also knows you. He knows that he needs to stop 


you before you do too much damage. 


"You know | had to stay because of the kids. | owed them that, but that doesn't mean that it didn't." he 
shighs, "that it didn't hurt when you left" 


He had to stay because of the kids? You never asked him to leave his kids just his fucking wife, who he had no 


problem cheating on - clearly. 


So, it hurt him that you didn't feeling like sticking around to watch him play house while you gave birth to his 
bastard? 


That hurt him? 

"Vince..." 

Nikki sighs again. Does he know he's lost you? 

"Talk to me." He's voice is so slow, so soft and your own voice is stuck in your throat. 
You swallow. 

"Tell me what's on your mind" He tries again and you admire his patience. 


"You are." You hear yourself whisper and the shame you feel is somewhat outweight by something else, some 


other feeling. 

"Baby." he whispers back, and.. Oh, you remember, and you know that he remembers too. That's why he calls 
you that and says it the way he does. It means that he remembers how you liked it when he'd thrust deep 
into you while just ever so slightly biting your neck and whispering that 

A shaky yeah is all you're able to give him. 


"| do miss you.” | want you 


"| know." / want you too 


Your heart is pounding and you feel a hell of a lot more sober. 

‘| wanna see you again" Let me have you 

"Mmmm" /m not that easy 

"Tell me how you've changed. | wanna know." 

You breath has turned shaky. 

"l'm just older." Because you are. 

You can hear him smile. 

"Still beautiful, I'm sure." 

"Maybe." 

You both stay silent for a while, and it leaves you plenty of time to realise that you're hard 


You haven't had any action for God knows how long, you haven't been feeling up to it, and all it takes is one 


fucking phone call and Nikki has you ready to beg 
"Vince. Baby." His voice is shaky too. 

"Yeah?" 

"Take your jeans of the way you know | like it" 


Shit, you hate yourself for knowing exactly what he means. You hate yourself even more for doing it, for 


opening and pulling down your jeans ever so slowly. 

"Your underwear too." 

Your underwear too. 

"Fuck." H's almost a moan, but you manage to keep some kind of dignity. 
"Yeah." 


You listen to the shuffling echoes from the other line and the deep breath. Nikki is undressing and you feel 
yourself throb at the thought. It feels so fucking intimate. 


"I'm gonna touch myself" It's almost as-a-matter-of-a-factly, but the way he says it lets you know that he 


wants you to join him. 

"Nikki, |." You try to warn him, but your voice gets stuck. 

‘It's okay. Its just me. Just us." He knows you too well, even after so many years. 
Nikki let's out a shuddery breath, one you've heard before, one you know what means. 
He's touching himself. 

"Come on, baby." 

That's all it takes for you to surrender, for your hand to grab your aching cock and start moving. 
This time you let a small moan escape your lips. 

"Yeah, that's it." 

You'd almost forgotten how deep, how sexy his voice is. 

You'd almost forgotten what he does to you. 

"Shit, Vince, | miss you. Miss feeling you..” 


"Miss it too." You hear yourself confess when you become one with the soft armchair, and it makes you want 


to jump right out the window then and there. 


A low yeah stops you and you shut your eyes when you squeeze the head just a little, just the way you like 
it. 


"Tell me what you miss." 


Its so erotic when Nikki demands, softly demands, and takes, and maybe its only because that it's been so long 
that it makes you fucking whimper. 


"Tell me, baby." 
"| -" you remind yourself to breathe, "I miss.” fuck "how you'd take me. Just.. fake me" 


There's no lie in those words. You tell Nikki the truth because you can't do anything else - not even if you 


wanted to. 


You miss the way he fucked you. 


You miss when he'd take his time, when he'd shove it right in without any warning. You miss how he'd kiss you, 


bite you, choke you. You miss moaning, screaming, crying and laughing because he was doing you. 


"Fuck. | miss fucking you. Miss your tight little hole. Shit you were always so fucking tight." Nikke groans, his 


voice strained. 

You feel ridiculous for how that makes your heart swell - like it's a fucking achievement. Like it's not 
something anyone would say while having phone sex. It doesn't change the fact that it makes you impossibly 
harder and your hand jerk faster. 

Fuck. 

"| want it - | want it, Nikki.. | wanna - oh, shit." 


"Me too baby." he breathes and your toes curl, 


You can feel your climax rushing in on your, making you ready to give in, to give up. It takes all you have to 
slow down, to make the moment last just a little while longer. 


"Shit, for so long - for so long | just wanna." Nikkis words get lost in his moans, his gasps, and so do yours. 
There's a continual shuffle of noise running through the line and you can tell, you can hear how Nikki is jerking 
himself off when each upstroke collides with whatever blanket that's covering him up. 

"So close" You wheeze. Just one more stroke, one more stroke and you'll be right there. 

Fuck. 

Fuck, fuck, fuck. 

"Mmm, V; baby. Gonna cum. Shit. Gonna fill’ you up." 

That's all it takes for him for push you over the edge into the white, burning pleasure that completely 
overwhelmes you and have you gasping and arching of the back of the armchair as you help yourself through 
your climax listening to Nikki doing exactly the same. 

Your body keeps responding, the pleasure keeps rushing through you and you don't let it end before your 
touches physically becomes too much. That's when you open your eyes and reality slowly, but surely creeps 


into your consciousness like a parasite. 


"Vince?" 


You don't answer him. A conversation isn't in your best interest. 
"Hey..." Nikki's patience sure has always been admirable. "It's okay." 
You snort and it doesn't sound pretty. 

"Don't shut me out. Not now." 

"Don't you dare tell me what to do." 

You realise that you're being unreasonable, childish even 

"It was a beautiful thing, Vince." 


A beautiful thing? It was more like you not having an orgasm for weeks and he happened to pick up the damn 
phone. 


Your head is spinning and you realise that you're not feeling half as drunk as you were when it started 
"| gotta go." Is all you say before you hang up. 


The living room is resoundingly quiet. The phone is on the small table next to the armchair you're still in Its 
laughing at you and your cum coated hand and soft cock. 


You get up and realise that you need another shower. 


In the shower you weep because one fucking phone call was all it took. 


